154                                LOTH AIR.

some of the gentlemen near the piano turn round with
glances of wondering reproach. This embarrassed hi&
newly-arrived guest, who in his distress caught the bow of
a lady who recognised him, and whom he instantly remem-
bered as Airs. Putney Giles. There was a vacant chair by
her side, and he was glad to occupy it.

* Who is that lady ? * enquired Lothair of his companion
when the singing ceased.

' That is Madame Phoebus,' said Mrs. Giles.

' Madame Phoebus! ' exclaimed Lothair, with an uncon-
scious feeling of some relief. ' She is a very beautiful
woman. Who was she ? *

' She is a Cantacuzene, a daughter of the famous Greek
merchant. The Cantacuzenes, you know, are great people,
descendants of the Greek Emperors. Her uncle is prince of
Samos. Mr. Cantacuzene was very much opposed to the
match, but I think quite wrong. Mr. Phoebus is a most
distinguished man, and the alliance is of the happiest.
Never was such mutual devotion.'

*I am not surprised,' said Lothair, wonderfully re-
lieved.

* Her sister Euphrosyne is in the room,' continued Mrs.
Giles, ' the most extraordinary resemblance to her.    There
is just the difference between the matron and the maiden ;
that is all.    They are nearly of the same age, and before
the marriage might have been mistaken for each other.
The most charming thing in the world is to hear the two
sisters sing together.    I hope they may to-night.    I know
the family very well.    It was Mrs. Cantacuzene who intro-
duced me to Theodora.    You know it is quite en regie to
call her Theodora.    All the men call her Theodora; " the
divine Theodora " is, I believe, the right thing.'

' And do you call her Theodora ? ' asked Lothair, rather
dryly.

* Why, no,' said Mrs. Giles, a UtUo confused.    * We are